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...£  DITORI AL . . . 

"Alle  is  buxumnesse  there,  and  books  for  to  rede  and  to  lerne, 
And  grete  love  and  lykinge  for  each  of  hem  loveth  other  ..." 

All  through  the  last  six  years  the  school  has  felt  the  impact  of  war.  But  in 
spite  of  all  its  destruction  we  have  also  gained  a  great  deal  from  these  years. 
War  has  given  us  an  awareness  of  the  importance  and  value  of  life.  Now  we 
know  that  life  must  be  taken  seriously  and  cannot  just  be  toyed  with. 

The  war  penetrated  into  the  life  of  the  school  in  many  ways.  We  could 
not  escape  it  and  we  did  not  try  to.  We  took  the  opportunity  given  us  by  the 
school  sale,  the  first  aid  classes  some  forms  had,  the  various  money  raising 
projects  held  by  different  forms,  to  learn,  to  be  of  service,  and  to  work  together 
more  closely  as  a  group.  The  opportunity  has  not  gone  with  the  coming  of 
peace.  In  many  ways  peace  is  as  much  of  a  fight  as  war  is,  and  there  is  still  a 
great  deal  to  be  done.  Our  recognition  of  this  fact  was  shown  when  we  again 
held  our  school  sale  this  year  and  gave  the  proceeds  to  the  'Save  the  Children' 
fund.  This  fund  is  doing  marvelous  work  in  helping  to  look  after  the  children 
of  Europe — work  that  will  not  be  over  for  a  long  time  yet. 

Six  years  may  not  seem  like  a  very  long  time,  but  the  war  did  not  seem 
short.  The  length  of  those  six  years  must  make  us  realize  how  important  are 
the  eleven  years  we  spend  at  school.  School  has  a  great  dea1  more  to  offer  us 
than  just  reading,  writing,  and  arithmetic.  It  gives  us  the  chance  to  get  to 
know  all  sorts  of  people  and  to  learn  how  to  work  with  other  people — some- 
thing  that  is  going  to  be  vitally  important  for  all  of  us  later  on.  If  we  take  all 
our  chances  and  make  the  most  of  them,  and  if  we  put  all  our  zeal  into  every- 
thing  that  we  do,  the  years  that  we  spend  at  school  will  not  have  been  wasted. 
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1945  '  SCHOOL  CALENDAR  -  1946 


September 

September 

September 

October 

October 

November 

November 

November 

December 

December 

December 

December 

December 

January 

January 

January 

Februaiy 

February 

February 

March 

April 

April 

May 

May 

June 

June 

June 

June 


12th — Middle  and  Upper  School  opened. 

13th — Lower  School  opened. 

14th — First  House-Meetings. 

2nd — School  Sale. 

8th — Thanksgiving  Holiday. 

13th — Basketball  game  against  Weston. 

19th- — Head  Mistress  and  Staff  at  home  for  parents  of  the  Lower 
School 

29th — Basketball  game  against  Miss  Edgar's. 

6th — Basketball  game  against  Trafalgar. 

13th — Lower  School  Party. 

18th — Christmas  Carols  by  the  School. 

19th — Christmas  Carols  by  the  School  and  the  Old  Girls. 

20th — School  closed  for  the  Christmas  holidays. 

10th — School  re-opened. 

22nd — Basketball  game  against  the  Old  Girls. 

31st— Basketball  game  against  Weston. 

14th — Basketball  game  against  Miss  Edgar's. 

25th — Basketball  game  against  Trafalgar. 

26th — Head  Mistress  and  Staff  at  home  for  the  parents  of  the 
Middle  and  Upper  Schools 

4th — Half-term  holiday. 

11th — School  closed  for  the  Easter  holidays. 

24th — School  re-opened. 

15th — Sports  Day. 

24th — Half-term  holiday. 

5th — School  concert  and  dancing  demonstration. 

6th — Swimming  Meet. 

11th — Church  Service. 

12th — School  Closing. 
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jp45  '  ROLL  CALL  -  1946 

Head  Girl — Cynthia  Landry 
Games  Captain — Madeleine  Parsons 


Mu  Gamma 

Sixth: — Shirley  McCall  (Head  of 
House) 

Joan  Notman  (Head  of  House) 

Elspeth  Lindsay  (Games  Cap- 
tain) 

Madeleine  Parsons 

Lipper  V : — Eleanor  Lindsay 
Marjorie  Root 

Middle  V : — Ann  Bushell 
Elizabeth  Hastings 
Barbara  MacLean 
Belle  MacLean 
Sally  Matthews 

Lower  V : — Linda  Ballantyne 
Adrienne  Brown 
Jill  Crossen 
Mary  Horne 
Joanna  McLeod 
Nancy  Ridout 
Joan  Young 

Upper  IV: — Verity  Molson 
Margaret  Notman 
Andria  Richardson 
Norma  Wight 

Lower  IV: — Beverley  Morse 
Nancy  Pollock 
Sheila  White 

l  Tpper  III : — Frances  Bushell 
Joan  Evans 
Valerie  Ross 

Lower  III: — Fiona  Bogert 
Judith  McGreevy 


Kappa  Rho 

Sixth: — Margaret  Little  (Head  of 
House) 

Nancy  Bignell 

Upper  V : — Pat  Carson 

Kathryn  Mason  (Games  Cap¬ 
tain) 

Cynthia  Plant  (Sub-Head) 

Jane  Ramsay 
Pamela  Smart 
Barbara  Wales 

Middle  V : — Joan  Ashby 
Elizabeth  Burgess 
Joan  Moffitt 

Lower  V : — Lucy  Hodgson 
Mary  Newcomb 
Shirley-Anne  Wales 

Upper  IV: — Anne  Pangman 
Susan  Porteous 
Gerda  Thomas 

Lower  IV : — Jane  Gordon 
Mary  Stavert 
Sandra  Wilson 

L'pper  III: — Joan  Bauld 
Jeanne  Burgess 
Pamela  Pasmore 
Sally  Scott 
Sally  Sharwood 

Lower  III: — Angela  Cassils 
Anne  Hayes 
Brona  Krammer 
Annabell  Mitchell 
Camilla  Porteous 
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1945  '  ROLL  CALL  -  1946 


Beta  Lambda 

Sixth: — Louise  Marler  (Head  of 
House) 

Elizabeth  Parkin  (Sub'Head) 

Upper  V7 : — -June  Marler 

Middle  V : — -Lorna  Brown 
Carole  Campbell 
Martha  Fisher  (Games  Captain) 
Patsy  MacDermot 
Jane  McCarthy 
Sylvia  Ponder 

Lower  V: — -Pamela  Seymour 

Upper  IV : — Virginia  Govier 
Mary -Jane  Hutchison 
Zoe  Southam 

Lower  IV : — Maureen  Calvert 
Barbara  Dawes 
Kitty  Evans 
Gay  Hampson 
Deirdre  Molson 
Judy  Thomas 
Valerie  Trueman 

Upper  III: — Anne  Cadman 
Tish  Dawes 
Susan  Marler 
Brydon  McCarthy 
Pamela  Stewart 

Lower  III: — Ann  Adair 
Cynthia  Molson 
Kate  Molson 
Zoe  Molson 


Delta  Beta 

Sixth : — -Cynthia  Landry  (Head  of 
House) 

Mary  Hugessen  (Sub'Head  and 
Games  Captain) 

Upper  V : — Ann  Armstrong 
Frances  Currie 
Elizabeth  Marshall 

Middle  V : — Doone  McMurtry 
Marigold  Savage 
Mary  Stewart 

Lower  V : — Mary' Anne  Currie 
Prudence  Lobley 
Pippa  Osier 
Grace  Raymond 

Upper  IV : — Maria  Cerny 
Sandrea  Ogilvie 
Gay  von  Eicken 
Meriel  MacLean 

Lower  IV : — Helen  Belcher 
Elizabeth  Chadburn 
Diana  Gaherty 
Efa  Heward 
Jill  Newell 
Willa  Ogilvie 

Upper  III: — Jane  Aitken 
Margot  Beaubien 
Diana  Drew 
Jill  McConnell 
Penelope  Nichol 

Lower  III :— Faith  Heward 
Jennifer  Newell 
Margaret  Ogilvie 


7 


LOWER  SCHOOL 


UPPER  A 


Mary  Bogert 

Sally  Bradeen 

Betty  Cadman 

Kathleen  Cousens 

Susan  Cushing 

Linda  Gordon 

Suzy  Gordon 

Ethene  Harrison 

Beverley  Hastings 
Rosemary  Kent'Barber 

Judy  Lennon 

Anne  Lucas 

Judy  Mather 

Jane  Mulholland 
Sally  Parsons 

Penny  Pasmore 

Grace  Richardson 
Patricia  Southam 
Hilary  Thomas 

LOWER  A 

Barbara  Bruce 

Judy  Darling 

Lyn  Geddes 

Connie  L'Anglais 

Daphne  Louson 

Elena  Mather 

Martha  Murray 

Judy  Ogilvie 

Sylvia  Randall 

Ann  Rawlings 

Margaret  Robertson 
Jean  Sheppard 

Susan  Starkey 

Judith  St.  George 
Anne  Warner 

UPPER  B 

Judy  Ballon 

Susan  Blaylock 

Saundray  Bogert 

Lynn  Colson 

Jane  Cushing 

Diana  Daniels 

Gail  Gnaedinger 

Barbara  Murray 

Janet  Savage 
Rosemary  Smith 
Sandra  Warner 

Linda  Wilson 

LOWER  B 

Wilsie  Baxter 

Maura  Jackson 

Jill  Jenkins 

Juliana  de  Kuyper 

Denny  Lande 

Marguerite  L'Anglais 

Carol  Neeland 

Barbara  Rooney 

Anne  Ross^Smith 
Wendy  Stevenson 
Sandra  Stewart 
Wendy  Tidmarsh 

.  .  .  WELCOME  A^D  GOODBYE  .  .  . 


This  year  we  welcome  back  to  the  school  Mile.  Bodier,  who,  after  an 
absence  of  a  year  to  teach  at  McGill,  has  returned  to  help  the  upper  classes 
through  their  matric.  In  the  Lower  school  Miss  White  and  Mrs.  Kent' 
Barber,  who  has  a  daughter,  Rosemary,  in  Upper  A,  have  joined  us.  We  hope 
that  they  both  like  the  Study. 

We  were  very  sorry  to  say  goodbye  to  Mrs.  Shaw,  who  mothered  the 
Lower  B's  for  two  years,  and  to  Mrs.  Boultbee,  whose  husband  returned  from 

overseas. 
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CHRISTMAS  BASKETS 


...JEHH  Y... 

Jenny  is  a  furry  cat.  She  is  four  years  old.  I  like  her. 

One  night  she  went  out  to  play  with  Nigger  and  they  had  a  very  exciting 
adventure,  at  least  at  the  beginning.  They  went  out  into  the  back  field  where 
the  burr  plants  were.  Of  course  burrs  were  on  the  plants.  Both  Nigger 
and  Jenny  were  full  of  burrs.  The  burrs  were  now  no  longer  on  the  plants. 
I  woke  up  and  it  was  about  10:00  P.M.  and  what  woke  me  up  was  that  Jenny 
was  MEOWing  as  hard  as  she  could  because  her  burrs  were  being  taken  out. 
Poor  Jenny  was  not  furry  now. 

One  day  she  took  a  fit.  It  was  quite  a  serious  one.  She  started  to  play 
with  a  ball  of  wool,  of  which  she  is  very  fond.  Then  she  started  jumping 
round.  She  knocked  down  a  jar,  she  broke  a  plate  of  candy,  she  tore  my  slipper, 
she  took  the  shoelace  out  of  my  shoe  and  finally  spilt  a  jar  of  jam  on  her  own 
head.  Of  course  after  this  she  had  to  have  a  bath.  That  was  trouble. 

We  got  her  into  the  bath  tub.  Did  she  ever  splash!  She  liked  it  but  we 
did  not  because  she  splashed  too  much.  After  an  hour  we  finished  the  bath, 
the  cat's  bath  I  mean. 

Beverley  Hastings,  Upper  A. 

STREETCARS  ! 

I  got  into  a  sixty-five 
One  afternoon  at  three, 

At  half  past  five  I  did  arrive 
In  time  to  eat  my  tea. 

From  Fifi's  house,  which  isn’t  far 
To  Cedar  Avenue, 

That  snail-pace  car  with  doors  ajar 
Took  more  than  hours  two. 

The  passengers  were  jammed  in  tight 
Like  sardines  in  a  box, 

For  breath  I'd  fight  with  all  my  might, 

I  still  got  many  knocks. 

The  streetcar  bumped  along  its  way 
Until  it  reached  my  home. 

Now  I  don't  delay,  I  walk  each  way 
And  save  time  when  I  roam. 

Camilla  Porteous,  Lower  III. 
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This  year  the  Dramatics  of  the  school  have  developed  in  a  very  classical 
way.  Shakespeare,  after  a  long  absence  from  the  Study  stage,  has  returned  in 
two  of  his  best-known  plays,  the  tragedy  of  'Julius  Caesar'  and  the  comedy 
"Twelfth  Night’. 

Besides  these  two  plays,  the  Junior  School  put  on  an  old  French  legend 
'The  Star  Child',  with  Lower  A  taking  all  the  grownups'  parts  and  Upper  B 
all  the  childrens’.  The  play  opened  with  the  children  singing  French  songs, 
carefully  tutored  by  Mile.  Houpert,  in  front  of  the  old  feudal  castle.  The  little 
prince,  Janet  Savage,  joins  the  village  children  led  by  Rosemary  Smith,  a 
cocky  little  boy,  and  Saundray  Bogert,  his  charming  little  dancing  partner.  The 
story  ends  with  the  children  rejoicing  at  finding  the  Star-Child,  Barbara 
Murray. 

At  the  end  of  the  Christmas  Term,  Lower  Fourth  gave  us  the  principal 
scenes  from  Julius  Caesar.  Each  of  the  famous  historical  characters  was 
portrayed,  with  Elizabeth  Chadburn  playing  an  extremely  noble  Brutus,  and 
his  understanding  wife  Portia  acted  by  Gay  Hampson.  We  saw  Barbara 
Dawes  as  Cassius  and  Sheila  White  as  a  proud  and  majestic  Caesar.  In  one 
scene  we  witnessed  the  murder  of  Caesar,  and  in  another  Jill  Newell  as  Mark 
Antony  appealed  to  the  hearts  of  the  supporting  cast  of  citizens  with  the 
well-known  speech  beginning  'Friends,  Romans,  countrymen!  lend  me  your 
ears’.  Finally,  beaten  by  Antony  and  Octavius  Caesar,  with  many  of  his 
party  killed,  Brutus  came  to  his  tragic  end  by  running  on  to  his  own  sword, 
held  by  his  servant  Strato. 

During  the  Easter  Term  the  Upper  Fourth  presented  'Twelfth  Night’. 
This  play  was  really  done  remarkably  well,  considering  its  length  and  difficulty. 
In  the  opening  scene  we  hear  Gerda  Thomas,  as  the  Duke  Orsmo,  bemoaning 
his  love  for  the  contemptuous,  haughty  Olivia,  (Sandrea  Ogilvie).  We  follow 
Viola,  (Verity  Molson)  from  the  shipwreck  to  the  city  of  Orsmo,  where, 
dressed  as  a  youth,  she  captures  the  heart  of  Olivia,  and  herself  falls  in  love  with 
the  Duke.  To  straighten  out  this  intricate  plot,  Shakespeare  introduces  a 
twin-brother  of  Viola’s,  Sebastian,  (Norma  Wight).  So  the  play  ends  on  a 
happy  note,  with  Viola  married  to  the  Duke,  and  Olivia  to  Sebastian.  Two 
other  members  of  the  form  also  distinguished  themselves  in  the  smaller  parts; 
Andria  Richardson  as  a  rollicking  Sir  Toby  Belch,  and  Gay  von  Eicken  as  an 
unsmiling  Malvolio.  These  excellent  actors  were  supported  by  the  rest  of  the 
class. 

We  wish  to  express  our  thanks  to  Miss  Seath  and  Miss  Hancox  for  their 
help  in  making  this  such  a  successful  year. 

Barbara  Wales — Cynthia  Plant. 
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..  FAIRY  DAYICE  .. 


In  the  lovely  pale  moonlight, 

Really  tis  a  wondrous  sight 
To  see  the  wee  folk  dance; 

You  may  not  see  them  at  a  glance; 

You  must  have  an  eye  that  s  keen. 

For  they  are  not  easily  seen. 

In  amongst  the  blades  of  grass, 

Every  little  lad  and  lass 
Laughing  all  the  while  with  glee, 

They  sing  and  dance  so  merrily. 

In  and  out  and  round  they  go 
With  dainty  hand,  and  pointed  toe, 

With  flying  gown  and  fluttering  feather, 

They  daintily  trip  o'er  sprigs  of  heather. 

Their  music  is  a  cricket  bright, 

Who  fiddles  for  them  every  night. 

Night  is  fading,  dawn  is  peeping, 

Now  the  fairies  should  be  sleeping; 

Scurry,  hurry,  quick — —pop!  Say, 

They  have  vanished  quite  away, 

Not  a  fairy,  not  a  gnome; 

They  have  vanished  to  their  home. 

Pamela  Stewart,  Upper  III 

THE  CIRCUS 

4 

Spring  has  come, 

Next  month  is  May. 

We're  looking  forward  to  the  day 
The  circus  comes  to  town. 

The  Hons  and  the  elephants, 

The  ponies  and  the  clowns, 

The  aerial  trapezists 

With  their  dizzy  ups  and  downs. 

But  best  of  all  I  like  the  man 
Who  comes  out  very  fat ; 

He  has  a  funny  costume  on, 

All  filled  with  this  and  that. 

Angela  Cassils,  Lower  Third 
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During  the  past  year  the  art  classes  have  been  very  interesting,  and  enjoyed 
by  everybody. 

Early  in  the  fall  Miss  Seath  took  girls  out  sketching  on  the  mountain. 
We  are  now  looking  forward  to  visiting  Lafontaine  Park  and  the  Botanical 
Gardens,  where  we  will  make  rough  sketches  and  develop  them  later  in  the 
following  lessens. 

This  year  as  usual  the  classes  have  been  kept  busy  making  scenery  for  the 
school  plays.  For  Julius  Caesar  the  great  stone  walls  of  Rome  were  designed 
with  a  gateway  and  path  leading  to  the  green  fields,  and  for  Twelfth  Flight  a 
tapestried  hall. 

At  Christmas  the  hall  was  decorated  with  water  colour  paintings  and 
still-life  charcoals.  Anne  Cadman,  Louise  Marler,  Shirley  McCall  and  Mary 
Anne  Currie  combined  their  talent  in  the  modelling  and  painting  of  the  figures 
for  the  beautiful  creche. 

The  school  sale  has  always  been  a  grand  opportunity  for  the  art  classes  and 
this  year  the  posters  and  decorations  were  unusually  well  done.  Jill  Crossen’s 
colourful  posters  and  bulletins  are  now  urging  us  to  wTrite  for  the  magazine. 

Several  girls  have  been  working  towards  their  McGill  certificate  in  art  and 
hope  that  they  may  reach  the  high  standard  the  girls  of  last  year  achieved. 
The  school  is  very  proud  of  Barbara  Heward,  who  received  her  certificate  last 
year  and  who  has  a  painting  in  the  Spring  Exhibition  at  the  Art  Gallery,  and  of 
Audrey  MacDermot,  who  got  a  Scholarship  at  the  Art  Gallery. 

The  Art  and  Dramatic  classes  are  most  grateful  to  Frances  Gault,  who  is  an 
old  Study  girl,  and  we  want  to  thank  her  for  giving  us  a  collection  of  very 
beautiful  Indian  shawls,  scarves  and  sashes  etc.  They  belonged  to  her  grand¬ 
mother  w7ho  collected  them  in  various  parts  of  the  world.  We  have  already 
made  good  use  of  them  in  some  of  our  plays  this  winter  and  will  find  them  a 
great  addition  to  our  play  properties  in  the  future. 

Elizabeth  Marshall — Frances  Currie. 

UNDER  THE  SEA 

Under  the  sea 

What  things  there  must  be! 

Coral,  and  seaweed,  and  sand; 

Fishes  and  whales 
With  curious  tails, 

Which  never  are  found  on  land. 

Bright  pearls  are  there, 

And  treasure  so  rare, 

And  oysters,  and  lobsters,  and  crabs; 

Men  dive  for  treasure 
To  give  their  wives  pleasure; 

But  fishing,  may  only  catch  dabs! 

Jill  Newell,  Lower  Fourth. 
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Basketball: 

Basketball,  of  course,  has  played  an  important  and  exciting  part  in  the  sport 
life  of  the  school  this  year.  Although  we  had  little  hope  of  success,  having  lost 
several  of  our  best  players,  with  perseverance  and  hard  work  the  first  team  was 
able  to  win  the  cup. 


First  Team: 

Nov:  13th:  Weston  30-Study  26  (defeat) 
Nov:  29th:  Study  32  Miss  Edgar’s  19  (vict.) 
Dec:  6th:  Study  22  Trafalgar  20  (victory) 
Jan:  31st:  Study  19  Weston  12  (victory) 

Feb:  14th:  Study  15-Miss  Edgar’s  12  (vict.) 
Feb:  25th:  Study  29-Trafalgar  12  (victory) 

The  teams  were  as  follows:— 


Second  Team: 

Study  18-Weston  13  (Victory) 
Study  7-Miss  Edgar’s  0  (vict.) 
Trafalgar  1 6-Study  12  (defeat) 
Weston  1 8-Study  13  (defeat) 
Study  14-Miss  Edgar's  9  (vict.) 
Trafalgar  15-Study  15  (tie) 


First  Team 

Eleanor  Lindsay 
Cynthia  Plant 
Mary  Hugessen 
Elspeth  Lindsay 
Joan  Notman 
Kathryn  Mason 


Defence 


Shot 


Substitute 


Second  Team 

Ann  Bushell 
Gerda  Thomas 
Barbara  MacLean 
Madeleine  Parsons 
Cynthia  Landry 
Doone  McMurtry 
Jane  McCarthy 
Frances  Currie 
Pat  Carson 
Belle  MacLean 
Mary  Stewart 


Besides  the  interschool  games  there  were  the  house  games,  which  Mu 
Gamma  won,  and  a  game  against  the  'Old  Girls  which  was  won  by  the  school. 

Skiing : 

Skiing  this  year  was  as  popular  as  ever.  Study  skiers  were  found  on 
Mount  Royal  each  Tuesday,  skiing  under  the  able  instruction  of  Mr.  Kebedgy. 
In  the  school-girls  ski  meet  at  Saint  Sauveur  the  Junior  Team  was  again  victorious. 

Swimming  and  Tennis: 

In  the  summer  term  swimming  and  tennis  replace  basketball  and  skiing,  and 
we  are  all  looking  forward  to  the  Swimming  Meet  and  Tennis  Tournaments. 

Sports  Day: 

We  are  hoping  that  the  weather  will  permit  us  to  hold  our  annual  Sports 
Meet  on  Mount  Royal  this  year,  since  we  had  to  substitute  on  the  school  court 

last  year. 

We  are  all  very  grateful  to  Miss  Moore  for  all  her  hard  work  in  making  this 
cuch  a  successful  and  enjoyable  year  in  the  field  of  sports. 

Madeleine  Parsons — Games  Captain. 
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BASKETBALL  TEAMS 

Second  Team:  Standing:  Pat  Carson,  Frances  Currie,  Jane  McCarthy,  Cynthia  Landry, 
Madeleire  Parsons,  Ann  Bushel!,  Doone  McMurtry,  Barbara  MacLean,  Belle  MacLean, 
Mary  Stewart. 

First  Team:  Sitting:  Eleanor  Lindsay,  Mary  Hugessen,  Elspeth  Lindsay,  Joan  Nctman.  Cynthia 
Plant,  Kathryn  Mason. 


SKI  TEAMS 

Senior  Team:  Bac}{  Row:  Barbara  Wales,  Frances  Currie,  Doone  McMurtry,  Mary  Hugessen, 
Jane  McCarthy,  June  Marler,  [absent,  Nancy  Bignell]. 

Junior  Team:  Front  Row:  Meriel  MacLean,  Margaret  Notman,  Ann  Bushell,  Martha  Fisher, 
Shirley^ Anne  Wales,  Joanna  McLeod. 


A  FOIBLE  OF  IE  ENGLISH  GRAMMAR. 


Fort  wit  I  mus'  complain  about 
A  point  in  ze  English  grammar 
Which  baffle  me  spasmodically. 

An'  on  my  brain  it  hammer. 

Zis  point  of  which  I  am  complain, 

Of  which  I  will  show  you  some  samples, 

Is  zat  of  ze  collective  noun. 

An  now  I  will  give  ze  examples. 

A  crowd  of  even  ze  silliest  fish, 

Zey  call  it  a  school,  no  less. 

Alzough  ze  fish  an'  ze  schoobkid  look 
Sometam  ze  same,  I  guess. 

A  mob  of  ze  people  who  hunt  for  ze  nylons, 

Me,  I  should  call  it  a  herd. 

An'  I  will  defy  zat  all  ze  objectors 
Should  find  me  a  bit  better  word. 

Ze  groups  of  ze  sheep,  an'  ze  birdies,  too, 

Zey  call  zem  both  ze  flocks. 

Mon  Dieu! - But  ze  English  will  never  change; 

Zey  are  just  like  a  bunch  of  ze  rocks. 

Anonymous. 


SKUNKS 

When  I  woke  up  in  the  night  an  awful  smell  came  through  the  window.  It 
was  skunks.  A  dog  frightened  them.  The  dog  never  came  back  and  the  skunks 
never  again  made  another  smell,  but  they  kept  rattling  the  garbage  cans.  One 
day  the  rattling  went  on  as  other  days,  then  an  awful  bang — the  garbage  can 
had  fallen  down.  The  skunks  started  running  away.  My  mummy,  sisters 
and  brother  had  gone  to  the  city.  Myself  and  our  Aunt  were  alone.  We  both 
went  down  to  see  what  the  matter  was.  I  brought  the  flashlight  down  with 
us.  We  turned  the  flashlight  on.  We  saw  them  going  away.  They  never 
came  back,  I  was  glad. 
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Judy  Ogilvie,  Lower  A, 
8  years. 


MUSIC 


This  has  been  a  full  year  in  music. 

Among  the  songs  learnt  by  the  Upper  School  singing  class  this  year  are 
"The  Sweete  Rosie  Morning,"  an  English  hunting  song  by  Dr.  Pepusch  who 
collaborated  with  Gay  in  the  "Beggar's  Opera”;  "Come,  see  where  golden^ 
hearted  Spring”,  by  Handel;  and  "The  Miller's  Song"  by  Brook.  Plenty  of 
opportunity  was  given  to  sing  old  favourites.  Mrs.  Lougheed  joined  us  as 
accompanist  at  the  beginning  of  the  Easter  Term,  and  we  were  glad  to  have  her, 
as  she  has  fitted  well  into  our  ways. 

At  the  Christmas  concert  the  Upper  School  sang  "Flocks  in  Pastures  Green 
Abiding"  by  Bach.  The  Middle  School  gave  us  a  very  delightful  change  in 
that  two  of  their  songs  called  for  solo  parts;  these  were  admirably  sung  by 
Verity  Molson  and  Gay  Von  Eicken.  The  Upper  School  were  very  fortunate 
in  having  Miss  Killam  accompany  them  for  this  concert. 

The  Musical  Appreciation  Class  is  again  large  this  year;  about  twenty 
girls  attended  the  McGill  Chamber  Music  concerts,  which  included  the  pern 
formance  of  the  six  Brandenburg  Concerti  by  Bach.  They  also  studied  among 
other  works  Schubert's  Unfinished  Symphony,  the  Brahms  Piano  Quintet, 
and  some  excerpts  from  Beethoven's  opera  "Fidelio"  which  is  to  be  put  on  by 
the  Opera  Guild  in  May. 

The  pipers  have  had  an  unusually  successful  year.  Besides  having  a  large 
class  of  beginners,  there  has  been  a  group  of  more  advanced  pipers :  Prudence 
Lobley,  Kathryn  Mason,  Verity  Molson,  Pamela  Smart,  Gerda  Thomas,  and 
Gay  Von  Eicken.  At  Christmas  they  played  several  pieces  on  alto  pipes  and 
"How  Sweet  is  the  Shepherd’s  Sweet  Lot”,  a  canon  for  pipes  and  voices.  But 
the  highlight  of  the  pipers'  season  was  their  trip  to  the  McGill  Conserva* 
torium  to  play  for  the  Quebec  Music  Teachers'  Association.  Miss  Blanchard 
gave  a  lecture  on  the  making  and  playing  of  Pipes.  The  pipers  played  three 
trios,  some  Elizabethan  songs,  and  finished  with  two  folk  dances.  Now,  with 
Prudence  playing  the  bass  pipe,  they  are  embarking  on  some  quartets. 

We  are  learning  a  Purcell  anthem  for  our  annual  Church  Service,  which  is 
always  the  crowning  point  of  our  School  year. 

Ann  Armstrong — Pamela  Smart. 
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.  .  .  The  First  Day  .  .  . 

They  broke  the  awful  news  to  me  suddenly.  For  days  I  had  prepared  for 
it,  and  had  been  carefully  instructed,  but  now  the  fearful  day  was  near,  and  all 
the  encouragement  my  friends  had  given  me,  and  all  the  brave  words  I  had 
spoken,  vanished  as  my  fate  was  decided.  Trying  to  tell  myself  that  I  did  not 
care,  that  it  didn't  matter  if  1  failed  miserably,  for  they  would  not  make  me  go 
through  it  again,  made  me  feel  no  better,  for  they  were  depending  upon  me, 
and  besides,  was  this  not  my  dreaded  First  Day ! 

The  morning  dawned  clear.  My  thoughts,  however,  were  not  with  the 
weather,  but  I  wondered  vaguely  why  it  had  not  rained,  as  that  would  have 
made  the  depression  complete.  I  was  not  hungry,  and  said  so,  but  mothers 
never  will  understand  that  last  minute  preparing  is  more  important  than  a  full 
breakfast.  A  good  half,  though,  went  down  the  dog's  throat  when  the 
mater's  back  was  turned. 

The  building  looked  dark  and  forbidding  as  I  entered  and  made  my  way  to  a 
room.  Already  it  was  filled,  and  I  went  into  a  corner  to  collect  my  thoughts. 
A  bell  rang  and  someone  came  to  ask  if  I  was  quite  ready.  She  need  not  have 
done  that,  I  thought,  for  she  might  have  known  that  1  was  prepared,  after 
thinking  about  it  for  a  week.  I  noticed  several  pitying  glances  from  those  in 
the  room,  and  when  another  bell  rang,  which  meant  that  I  must  go  down,  I  felt 
slightly  better. 

The  throng  gazed  mercilessly  as  1  mounted  the  platform  and  sat  down.  A 
friend's  advice  came  to  my  mind— 

"Sit  up  straight,  and  for  goodness'  sake  don't  wind  your  legs  around  the 
stool !" 

The  hall  was  filling.  I  saw  a  few  jailers  enter,  probably  to  prevent  me  from 
escaping  or  carrying  out  some  desperate  venture.  I  began  to  feel  like  a  stalk  of 
last  year's  rhubarb.  They  were  waiting,  all  ready  to  mock  at  the  slightest 
mistake.  A  hush  fell  over  the  crowd:  the  Judge  was  entering.  Mounting 
the  platform  and  facing  the  people  her  voice  rang  out  steady  and  calm:  "Good 
morning,  girls!"  The  customary  answer,  and  then — my  nerves  lumped — I 
must  begin.  They  were  waiting,  my  time  had  come;  but  what  note  did  it 
begin  on?  My  wet  fingers  somehow  found  the  keyboard,  and  I  mechanically 
started  playing  the  morning  hymn.  At  the  first  few  bars,  all  fears  suddenly 
vanished  .  .  . 

That  dreadful  moment  over,  I  heartily  wash  good  luck  to  those  facing  their 
First  Day! 

Verity  Molson,  Upper  IV. 

WINTER 

Winter  is  a  very  pleasant  season, 

For  saying  so  I  have  a  reason. 

Every  day  I  have  such  fun, 

Playing  in  the  snow  out  in  the  sun. 

I  slide  and  toboggan, 

I  skate  and  I  ski, 

And  all  this  is  done 
By  Anne,  John  and  me. 
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Betty  Cadman,  Upper  A. 


..BALLADE... 

(by  someone  doing  her  homework  before  morning  school) 

On  any  weekday,  ere  the  ominous  bell 
Has  warne’d  me  that  I  may  write  no  more, 

In  any  form-room  you  may  see  me  sit, 

Filling(?)  my  head  with  every  kind  of  lore, 

Starting  when  teachers  pass  the  open  door, 

Tearing  distractedly  my  new-waved  hair. 

Crying,  "Oh,  horror,  this  can  never  be! 

I  know  that  I  shall  fail  and  I  despair!” 

It  seems  that  I  am  still  unable  to 

Learn  this,  although  for  several  years  I’ve  tried. 

My  parents  will  be  mad  as  mad  can  be, 

And,  wThat  is  worse,  my  heartless  friends  deride 
If  in  my  marks  there  is  no  cause  for  pride. 

For  hours  and  hours  I  do  sit  and  stare, 

First  at  my  text-book,  then  at  all  the  world, 

I  know  that  I  shall  fail  and  I  despair. 

Persuaded  from  my  work  I  cannot  be, 

Though  well  I  know  it  is  too  late  to  learn. 

Last  night  I  did  have  time  to  do  all  this, 

But  at  that  time  for  pleasure  I  did  yearn, 

I  went  down  town,  and  when  I  did  return, 

(Unto  a  movie  had  I  been  while  there), 

’Twas  nearly  twelve  p.m.;  and  I  was  tired. 

I  know  that  I  shall  fail  and  I  despair. 

ENVOI 

Princesses,  do  not  laugh  at  these  wild  words. 

That  would,  indeed,  be  terribly  unfair, 

Knowing  that  you  yourselves,  in  the  same  place, 

Would  know  that  you  would  fail  and  would  despair, 

Elizabeth  Burgess,  Middle  Fifth » 


19 


. .  .THE  WILD  AHD  WOOLLY. .  . 

At  five  fifteen  on  a  hot  dry  afternoon  in  Edmonton,  we  clambered  aboard 
the  Northern  Alberta  Railroad  train  fcr  the  last  stage  of  our  trek  to  the  North 
country.  Pouce  Coupe  was  my  destination, — the  government  centre  of  the 
Peace  River  Block,  and  just  seven  miles  from  Dawson  Creek,  the  base  of  the 
Alaska  Highway.  It  was  supposed  to  be  a  twenty-four  hour  journey,  but  a 
freight  train  ahead  of  us  wandered  off  the  track,  so  we  had  to  wait  for  eight 
hours  in  the  middle  of  a  field,  miles  from  anywhere.  However,  the  time  passed 
quickly;  we  had  tea  with  the  baggage  man,  helped  stoke  the  engine,  and  get  into 
an  involved  conversation  of  sign  language  with  some  Cree  Indians  sitting 
near  us. 

I  was  going  north  as  a  driver  for  the  Anglican  Sunday  School  Mission, 
to  help  carry  on  their  work  in  the  more  isolated  parts  of  Canada.  Having  had 
all  of  two  weeks'  driving  experience  with  a  car  on  paved  roads,  I  was  quite 
confident  that  a  1  ton  Ford  truck  on  mud  lanes  would  be  a  relatively  simple 
matter.  Ignorance  is  bliss.  It  is  surprising  how  my  outlook  on  life  could 
alter  when  we  were  sitting  in  the  van,  several  miles  from  anywhere,  and 
slowly  but  surely  sinking  out  of  sight  in  a  bed  of  muskeg! 

However,  when  I  first  stepped  off  the  train  at  Pouce,  I  was  still  happily 
unaware  of  many  of  the  adventures  I  was  to  meet  with.  I  met  the  woman  with 
whom  I  was  to  work  and  we  immediately  started  to  plan  our  summer.  Our 
job  was  to  travel  about  the  country,  sleeping  in  the  van  and  cooking  our  meals 
by  the  roadside,  and  to  visit  all  the  families  in  a  certain  area.  In  each  district 
we  held  a  Church  Service  and  a  Sunday  School,  and  towards  the  end  of  the 
summer  we  held  a  camp  for  the  children.  That  camp  turned  out  to  be  one  of 
the  most  hectic  yet  enjoyable  experiences  of  the  summer.  We  had  no  idea  how 
many  would  come,  so  we  found  a  cook  and  an  assistant  cook,  and  waited  for  the 
camp  opening.  We  were  more  than  a  little  taken  aback  when  ninety-six  boys 
and  girls  from  six  to  sixteen  years  of  age,  arrived  during  that  first  afternoon. 
The  outbreak  of  two  cases  of  mumps  the  following  day  hardly  served  to  sim¬ 
plify  matters. 

But  the  thing  that  impressed  me  most  while  I  was  in  the  Block,  was  the 
kindness  and  hospitality  of  all  the  people  we  met.  They  were  not  wealthy 
people,-  many  of  them  had  been  on  relief  for  many  years  before  the  war, 
and  the  building  of  the  Road  provided  them  with  a  much  needed  market  for 
their  products.  Yet  no  matter  how  little  they  had,  they  were  always  willing 
to  share  it.  One  family  of  six,  who  had  just  settled  in  that  part  of  the  country, 
were  living  in  a  one-room  hut  that  was  not  high  enough  to  stand  upright  in, 
but  they  invited  us  in  for  a  meal,  and  were  quite  indignant  when  we  would 
not  allow  them  to  replenish  our  provisions  from  their  own  meagre  stock. 

A  few  of  the  families  were  so  isolated,  that  it  was  difficult  for  me,  coming 
straight  from  the  city,  even  to  understand  the  conditions  under  which  they 
lived.  To  reach  one  farm,  we  had  to  drive  fifty  miles  over  hopeless  mud  roads 
to  what  seemed  to  be  the  end  of  the  earth.  There  we  found  a  ghost  town  with 
one  family  left  in  it.  They  supplied  us  with  horses,  and  we  started  out  on  the 
last  ten  miles.  We  saw  a  bear  and  several  deer  on  the  way,  and  had  to  ford 
the  river  four  times,-  with  water  up  to  the  horses'  bellies.  We  reached  our 
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destination  to  find  that  the  Browns  had  never  heard  of  the  Mission,  and  did  not 
know  who  we  were,  but  they  asked  us  to  stay  just  as  if  bedraggled  women 
were  often  wandering  through  the  woods  and  stopping  for  a  visit.  They  had 
lived  there  for  some  years,  the  children  taking  correspondence  courses  for  their 
schooling,  and  they  only  got  out  twice  a  year  when  they  took  the  waggon  for 
supplies. 

We  stayed  with  them  for  a  day  or  two,  and  then  rode  back  to  the  van,  only 
to  find  that  the  fuel  pump  was  broken,  so  we  could  not  move.  It  was  five  days 
before  an  army  truck  happened  out  that  way,  and  by  that  time  we  were  reduced 
to  a  diet  of  pancakes  which  was  distinctly  monotonous.  I  drove  back  to 
civilization  in  the  truck,  and  reached  Dawson  Creek  very  late  at  night.  Not 
wanting  to  disturb  anyone  at  that  hour,  I  slept  on  the  floor  of  the  church, 
which  gave  the  minister  rather  a  shock  when  he  came  in  the  next  morning! 
However,  I  got  a  new  fuel  pump,  and  the  minister  drove  me  back  to  the  rescue 
of  my  benighted  companion.  Once  more  we  could  start  out  on  our  travels  [ 

And  so  it  was  for  several  glorious  months,  a  life  full  of  unexpected  advent¬ 
ures,  and  hospitable  people.  It  was  kind  of  your  editor  to  let  me  tell  you  a 
little  about  it  all.  There  is  so  much  that  I  could  write,  but  I  hope  that  this 
has  given  you  at  least  some  idea  of  what  an  ideal  holiday  with  wonderful 
people  can  be. 

Sheila  Mercer,  Sixth  Form,  1942. 


WAR  AND  BATTLE 

Soldiers  marching  on  a  prayer, 

Laughing  boys  who  laugh  no  more, 

Old  beyond  their  years  with  care, 

Tossed  upon  a  World  at  War. 

No  time  for  them  to  work  and  wait, 

No  time  to  idle  out  their  youth, 

Reared  in  love  they  learn  to  hate, 

Fighting  in  defence  of  truth. 

Artists,  scientists  they  go, 

Dreaming  dreams  of  future  years, 

Bravely  march  to  meet  the  foe, 

Win  their  country’s  pride  and  tears. 

Barbara  Wales,  Upper  Vth. 
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SLIMMING  DOWN 


.  MU  GAMMA  .  . . 


Miss  Wallace  and  Miss  Arthur  presided  at  the  first  House  meeting  of  the 
year,  when  Shirley  McCall  and  Joan  Notman  were  both  elected  Head  of  the 
House  with  the  same  number  of  votes,  cast  twice.  Joan  acted  as  Head  during 
the  first  half  of  the  year,  and  Shirley  during  the  latter  half.  Elspeth  Lindsay 
was  elected  Games  Captain. 

We  soon  felt  the  absence  of  last  year's  Sixth  form  House  members,  consisting 
of  Nancy  McGill,  Joan  Bronson,  Louise  Macfarlane  and  Kathleen  Root,  and 
we  also  missed  Nancy  Corbett  and  Mary  Spencer 'Nairn.  However,  we  web 
corned  Beverley  Morse,  Liona  Bogert  and  Judith  McGreevy  (the  latter  two 
from  the  Junior  School)  to  fill  the  gap.  In  the  middle  of  the  Easter  term,  Dilys 
Williams  left  for  England  quite  suddenly,  and  we  hear  that  she  likes  it  very 
much  over  there.  Joan  Mackay  also  left  us  at  about  the  same  time. 

In  the  scholastic  field  we  have  not  been  quite  so  brilliant  as  we  might  have 
been,  although  we  came  second  in  the  Christmas  term  and  first  in  the  Easter 
term;  we  are  still  trailing  Delta  Beta,  but  with  a  little  effort  it  might  be  possible 
to  catch  up.  Our  bnghtlights  have  been  Ann  Bushel],  Verity  Molson,  Linda 
Ballantyne  and  Margaret  Notman,  who  have  all  handed  in  large  numbers  of 
excellents  during  the  year. 

We  have  had  a  positively  brilliant  year  in  the  field  of  sports,  and  have  been 
extremely  lucky  in  having  the  School  Games  Captain,  Madeleine  Parsons,  in 
our  house.  With  the  able  leadership  of  Madeleine  and  Elspeth,  we  were 
victorious  on  the  field  of  inter 'House  basketball,  defeating  Beta  Lambda  30-6 
and  Kappa  Rho  12T0.  Our  selected  six  played  with  skill  and  energy,  seeming 
to  be  everywhere  at  once,  and  their  teamwork  was  excellent.  The  champions 
were  as  follows: 


Shots:  Joan  Notman  Defence : Eleanor  Lindsay 

Elspeth  Lindsay  Ann  Bushell 

Madeleine  Parsons  Belle  MacLean 

Subs:  Barbara  MacLean,  Joanna  McLeod. 


In  the  Junior  Interscholastic  Ski  Races,  at  St.  Sauveur,  Mu  Gamma's  Ann 
Bushel]  shared  the  honours  with  Beta  Lambda's  Martha  Fisher,  winning  the 
slalom  race  while  Martha  won  the  downhill. 

Altogether,  we  have  a  good  chance  of  winning  the  Sports  Cup,  although  we 
still  have  the  Swimming  Meet  and  Sports  Day  to  come. 


23 


. . .  KAPPA  RHO  . . . 


The  School  Houses  were  named  after  the  first  four  prefects  of  The  Study. 
Kappa  Rho  was  named  after  Katherine  Rosamond  (Mrs.  Stavert)  and,  like 
each  house,  has  tried  to  live  up  to  the  ideals  upon  which  it  was  founded. 

Our  House  Mistresses,  Miss  Harhert  and  Miss  Marshall,  presided  at  the 
first  meeting  on  Friday  September  the  fourteenth.  Margaret  Little  was 
elected  Head  of  the  House,  Cynthia  Plant  Sub-Head,  and  Kathryn  Mason 
Games-Captain. 

We  were  sorry  to  have  to  say  gccd-bye  to  Charlotte  Butler,  Pat  Brophy, 
Janet  Gilmour,  Linda  Hodgson,  Marie  Lyall,  Margot  and  Sally  McDougall, 
Daphne  Pangman,  Katherine  Paterson,  Jennifer  Porteous,  Priscilla  Wanklyn, 
Caroline  Whitehead  and  Deirdre  Methven  who  has  returned  to  her  home 
in  England.  We  were  fortunate  in  being  able  to  welcome  such  valuable  new 
members  as  Brona  Kraminer,  Angela  Cassils,  Annabel  Mitchell  and  Camilla 
Porteous,  who  came  up  from  the  Lower  School,  and  also  Elizabeth  and 
Jeanne  Burgess,  and  Anne  Hayes. 

Kappa  Rho  has  done  fairly  well  during  the  year,  and  although  we  do  not 
stand  much  chance  of  winning  the  Hcusecup  there  has  certainly  been  a  decided 
improvement  over  previous  totals.  Mary  Newcomb,  Pamela  Pasmore,  Camilla 
Porteous  and  Gerda  Thomas  deserve  special  mention  for  their  hard  work 
throughout  the  year. 

In  the  House  Basket  Ball  we  defeated  Delta  Beta  but  unfortunately  we  were 
beaten  by  Mu  Gamma.  The  team  consisted  of: 

Shots:  M.  Little 

N.  Bignell 
K.  Mason 

Defence:  C.  Plant 

P.  Carson 
G.  Thomas 

Best  of  luck  to  Kappa  Rho  on  Spcrts  Day  and  in  the  Swimming  Meet! 


24 


. . .  DELTA  BETA  . . . 


House  Mistress 
Head 
Sub'Head 
Games  Captain 


Madame  Gaudion,  Miss  Moore 
Cynthia  Landry 
Mary  Hugessen 
Mary  Hugessen 


We  were  sorry  to  say  goodbye  to  four  staunch  'Delta  Betians’,  Dorothy 
Walter,  Nonie  Cronyn,  Barbara  Reward  and  Eve  Osier  at  the  end  of  the  year, 
but  Margot  Beaubien,  Faith  Heward,  Jennifer  Newell  and  Margaret  Ogilvie 
entered  our  ranks  from  the  lower  school.  Pippa  Osier  returned  to  us  after  two 
years’  absence,  and  Maria  Cerny  came  after  Christmas,  replacing  Jane  Kilbourn. 


Delta  Beta  has  this  year  shown  its  hidden  brilliance  by  coming  first  in  the 
Christmas  term.  Much  of  this  brilliance  is  obvious  considering  that  the 
present  totals  of  Frances  Currie,  Mary  Currie  and  Jill  McConnell  add  up  to 
144.  The  rest  of  the  house  cannot  hope  to  maintain  this  high  standard,  but  we 
can  all  do  our  best. 


Our  basketball  team,  consisting  of— 


Defence: 

Mary  Stewart 
Mary  Hugessen 
Marigold  Savage 
Elizabeth  Marshall 

Shots: 

Doone  McMurtry 
Cynthia  Landry 
Frances  Currie 

put  up  a  valiant  but  losing  fight  against  Kappa  Rho;  however  we  succeeded 
in  defeating  Beta  Lambda  to  take  third  place. 

We  hope  that  there  are  some  swimming  and  tennis  stars  amongst  us,  as 
well  as  potential  winners  for  Sports  Day. 

Good  luck,  Delta  Beta ! 


THE  POND 

Twirp,  Twirp,  Twirp,  sings  the  little  frog 
Hopping  and  jumping  on  yonder  log; 

Splash !  goes  the  trout, 

Who  wheels  and  turns  about; 

Whisper,  Whisper,  croon  the  rushes. 

Slowly  and  peacefully  the  waters  glide; 

Animals  drink  on  every  side ; 

Humming-birds  flit  and  dart  here  and  there; 

Out  of  the  woods  lumbers  sleepily  a  bear, 

And  brightly  the  sun  shines  in  the  cool  depths. 

Penny  Nichol,  Lower  III. 
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. . .  BETA  LAMBDA  . . . 


House  Mistresses . Miss  Vowles,  Miss  Indge 


Louise  Marler 
Elizabeth  Parkin 


Games  Captain . Martha  Fisher 


This  year  we  gained  a  great  many  new  members  to  make  up  for  the  many 
that  we  lost.  We  are  proud  to  be  represented  at  McGill  by  Mary  Fisher  and 
Mary  Lee  Putnam,  and  at  the  Art  Gallery  classes  by  Audrey  MacDermot.  And 
if  you  were  to  go  on  a  trip  around  the  world  you  would  find  Jennifer  Housden 
and  Tessa  Bendixson  in  England,  Mary  MacDermot  in  Ottawa,  Olive  Crombie 
in  Toronto,  Jackie  Voorhees  in  California,  and  Irene  Middleburg  in  China. 
Our  losses  are  more  than  made  up  for  by  the  new  members  that  we  have 
welcomed — Ann  Adair,  Cynthia  Molson,  Zoe  Molson,  Kate  Molson,  Gay 
Hampson,  Lorna  Brown,  Pamela  Seymour,  Zoe  Southam,  Anne  Cadman, 
Maureen  Calvert,  and  Carole  Campbell. 

We  have  been  improving  steadily  since  September  and  now  our  eyes  are 
turning  towards  the  House  cup.  If  we  do  not  come  out  on  top  at  the  end  of  the 
the  year  it  will  certainly  not  be  the  fault  of  Brydon  McCarthy,  Patsy  Mac¬ 
Dermot,  Anne  Cadman,  or  Cynthia  Molson,  who  have  been  doing  wonderful 
work  for  us  all  year.  Anne  deserves  special  mention  because  she  has  not  been 
here  for  the  whole  year. 

Our  basketball  team  put  up  a  hard  fight,  but  in  spite  of  its  valiant  work, 
was  defeated  both  times.  They  still  deserve  a  vote  of  thanks:— 


Shots: 


Jane  McCarthy 
Lorna  Brown 
Sylvia  Ponder 


Defence: 


June  Marler 
Patsy  MacDermot 
Elizabeth  Parkin 
Zoe  Southam 


We  are  hoping  that  our  hidden  talent  will  shine  in  its  full  glory  on  Sports 
Day  and  at  the  Swimming  Meet ! 

The  best  of  luck  in  every  way  to  Beta  Lambda! 
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.  THE  FIRST  DAY  OF  EXAMINATIONS  . . . 

(with  apologies  to  Longfellow  and  Hiawatha) 

So  they  journeyed  southwards,  northwards, 

Left  their  warm  big  beds  behind  them; 

Crossed  the  rushing  Sherbrooke,  Cedar, 

Crossed  the  mighty  Cote  des  Neiges, 

Passing  others  in  their  long  tramp, 

Passing  boy  and  girl  and  woman, 

Came  unto  the  doors  of  training, 

To  the  house  of  joy  and  terror; 

Where  upon  the  throne  sat  Learning, 

Ruler  of  the  mobs,  this  Learning. 

Filled  with  awe  was  every  pupil, 

At  the  aspect  of  this  instant. 

On  the  air  about  them  wildly, 

Tossed  and  screamed  their  shouts  and  wailing. 

Glared  the  staff,  the  mighty  rulers, 

Trembling  did  the  girls  obey  them. 

And  the  wary  pupils  shivered, 

Not  for  fear  of  face  and  feature, 

But  for  knowledge  of  the  moment. 

Something  in  the  air  did  warn  them, 

Something  dark  and  little  spoken. 

Examinations  was  the  ‘something’, 

Examinations  did  alarm  them. 

Could  it  be  the  ancient  Latin, 

Could  it  be  the  fearful  Frangais? 

Was  it  History,  or  numbers, 

Biology  or  English  olden? 

So  they  worried,  fretted,  pondered; 

But  when  reverence  was  over 

Did  they  march  with  steady  movement, 

Did  each  take  their  pen  with  courage. 

And  when  row  on  row  was  silent, 

And  when  time  was  fleeting,  going, 

Did  they  keep  their  heads  up  boldly, 

Did  each  eye  send  forth  a  triumph. 

So  the  day  of  fearful  terror 
Passed  with  steadfastness  and  courage, 

Passed  with  brightness  yet  with  hazard. 

Some  with  joy  and  some  with  sorrow, 

Some  with  fear  looked  on  the  morrow. 

And  they  still  march  onwards,  upwards, 

Never  failing,  never  stopping. 

Jane  Ramsay,  Upper  Fifth. 
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.An  Old  Girl  in  International  Affairs .. . 


When  the  time  for  graduation  from  college  drew  near  I  seriously  set  about 
job  hunting.  My  interest  was  in  the  field  of  international  affairs  but  my  ideas 
as  to  jobs  were  nebulous.  A  B.  A.  degree  can  mean  a  great  deal  but  it  does  not 
mean  that  one  is  trained  for  a  particular  vocation.  There  I  was,  anxious  to 
apply  the  techniques  of  thinking  that  I  had  learned  to  a  particular  situation, 
but  very  unsure  as  to  how  and  where  I  could  do  so.  Whereupon  I  had  a  talk 
with  one  of  my  professors  at  Smith  and  asked  her  if  she  could  recommend  an 
organization  where  I  could  do  research  in  international  relations.  She  sug, 
gested  the  Institute  of  Pacific  Relations  in  New  York  City,  set  the  wheels  in 
motion  by  giving  me  a  letter  of  introduction,  and  some  time  later  I  happily 
found  myself  a  member  of  the  International  Secretariat. 

The  Institute  was  founded  in  1925  as  an  unofficial,  privately  financed 
organization  to  facilitate  the  scientific  study  of  the  peoples  of  the  Pacific  area. 
It  is  composed  of  autonomous  National  Councils  in  Australia,  Canada,  China, 
France,  the  Netherlands,  New  Zealand,  the  Philippines,  the  United  Kingdom 
the  U.S.S.R.  and  the  United  States,  together  with  the  International  Secretariat 
which  acts  as  a  coordinating  body.  It  is  governed  by  a  Pacific  Council  com. 
posed  of  members  appointed  by  each  of  the  National  Councils.  Thus  in 
structure  it  resembles  the  United  Nations.  The  main  function  of  the  Institute 
is  research  and  it  publishes  its  findings  on  the  political,  social  and  economic 
problems  of  the  Far  East  and  of  the  Pacific  Area.  In  addition  to  these  activities 
the  IPR  organizes  private  international  conferences  every  two  or  three  years. 
The  last  conference  was  held  at  Hot  Springs,  Virginia  in  January  1945  and  the 
next  one  will  be  held  in  London,  England  in  September  1947-  In  general  the 
current  policy  of  the  Institute  is  to  direct  its  attention,  during  the  next  few 
years,  to  international  studies  germane  to  the  problems  of  peace-making  and  the 
maintenance  of  security,  relief,  rehabilitation  and  reconstruction  in  the  Pacific 
Area. 

In  my  capacity  as  a  Junior  Research  Assistant,  I  am  now  engaged  in 
studying  the  occupation  policy  and  current  developments  in  Japan.  This  is 
in  the  nature  of  groundwork  for  a  larger  study  to  be  published  within  the 
next  year  or  so.  I  am  directly  responsible  to  the  International  Research 
Secretary,  who  supervises  my  work  but  allows  me  a  great  deal  of  latitude  in 
assembling  and  writing  up  the  material.  One  of  the  great  advantages  of  this 
lob  is  that  it  combines  study  with  practical  experience,  and  one  of  the  nicest 
things  about  the  International  Secretariat  is  the  informality  and  friendliness 
that  prevails  in  the  office. 
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Thus  far  I  have  been  to  two  conferences.  I  attended  the  meetings  of  the 
Canadian  Institute  of  International  Affairs  in  Kingston  last  May,  as  an 
observer  and  last  January  I  was  one  of  the  staff  members  at  the  meeting  of  the 
Pacific  Council,  at  Atlantic  City.  There  I  discovered  what  it  means  to  work 
under  a  deadline,  for  the  minutes  of  one  session  had  to  be  taken,  transcribed^ 
edited,  mimeographed  and  distributed  before  the  next  session.  The  last  night 
of  the  conference  found  me  running  around  the  hotel  at  2  a.m.  sliding  the 
minutes  of  the  last  meetings  under  the  delegates’ doors  so  that  they  would  have 
a  complete  set  of  documents  before  they  set  out  for  home  the  next  morning 

It  is  evident  that  I  am  most  enthusiastic  about  my  job,  not  only  because  it  is 
stimulating  and  educational,  but  because  the  sense  of  accomplishment  one 
obtains  from  being  part  of  a  working  team  is  so  very  satisfying. 

A.  Minda  Bronfman,  Sixth  Form ,  1942. 


SONNET  TO  A  LOST  PEN 

My  little  play-mate  with  the  turned-up  nose, 

Fellow  prisoner  in  the  world  of  school, 

With  legs  akimbo  thou  wouldst  oft  repose 
At  my  right  hand  beside  an  inky  pool. 

Thou  hadst  a  heart  of  14-carat  gold — 

Not  pure,  the  salesman  said,  not  twenty-four, 

For  that  is  much  too  pliable  to  mould; 

But  thou  art  lost,  thy  tricks  are  now  no  more. 

And  twice  a  week  for  two  hours  and  a  half, 

I’d  stroke  thy  mottled  coat  and  give  thee  drink, 

And  hear  thy  squeak  mount  to  a  scornful  laugh 
As  over  my  clean  page  thou  spatterest  ink. 

And  when  I  chid  thee,  thou  wouldst  blot  again. 

Assert  thy  will  and  cry, "  I  am  a  pen'. 

Barbara  Wales,  Upper  Fifth. 
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IrrJ _ V _ i 


ON  LOOKING  OUT  THE  WINDOW 


...The  Lost  Kitten  or  Finding  aTleiv  Home 


•  •  • 


It  was  June  23rd  and  a  dull  day  for  Sandra  Clark  who  lived  in  the  little 
white  house  with  the  blue  shutters  on  the  corner  of  Warren  Road,  Toronto, 
Ontario.  School  had  broken  up  about  a  week  ago  and  all  Sandra’s  friends  had 
gone  away  for  the  Summer  holidays.  Sandra  was  not  going  this  year  as  her 
father’s  work  kept  him  busy  all  summer,  too  busy  to  take  his  family  somewhere. 
Sandra  was  seven  years  old,  which  her  mother  thought  too  young  for  camp.  So 
a  long  lonesome  summer  awaited  her.  Tomorrow  was  her  birthday.  She  had 
had  her  party  two  weeks  ago  so  as  to  have  all  of  her  friends  attend  it.  Tomorrow 
would  be  a  dull  day  unless  she  received  her  greatest  wish,  a  kitten.  Her 
father  and  mother  had  told  her  beforehand  not  to  expect  one  as  there  were  none 
to  be  had.  But  somehow  deep  down  in  her  heart  Sandra  was  sure  that  there 
was  a  kitten  who  needed  her  for  a  friend  somewhere  in  the  world.  She  went 
to  bed  that  night  feeling  tired,  sad,  and  lonesome.  She  was  soon  asleep,  though 
thinking  of  kittens. 

She  awoke  next  morning  just  as  a  merry  little  sunbeam  was  dancing  on  her 
bed.  Her  lonesome  feeling  seemed  to  have  left  her  as  she  dressed  and  hurried 
down  to  breakfast.  She  was  soon  opening  her  three  presents,  which  were  a 
skipping  rope,  a  book  about  fairies,  and  a  box  of  crayons.  As  she  thanked  the 
family  that  lonesome  feeling  came  back  to  her,  and  before  anybody  could  find 
out  about  it  she  ran  upstairs,  made  her  bed,  and  was  soon  outside  skipping. 
After  a  few  minutes  she  stopped  skipping,  looked  around  her,  and  burst  into  a 
flood  of  tears.  “Oh  dear,’’  she  sobbed.  “I  can’t  skip  with  nobody  to  skip 
with.  I  can’t  enjoy  the  summer  with  nobody  to  enjoy  it  with.  Oh,  I  do  wish  I 
had  someone  to  play  with.’’ 

Just  then  she  heard  a  tiny  "Mew,  Mew,  Meow'  behind  her,  and  turning 
around  she  saw  a  tiny  kitten.  She  dropped  on  her  knees  beside  it  and  was  soon 
holding  it  lovingly  in  her  arms.  "Oh,  what  a  sweet  kitten  he  is !”  she  exclaimed 
as  she  rubbed  her  face  against  the  kitten’s  soft  fur.  "I  wonder  where  he  came 
from.  I’ve  never  seen  him  before.  Maybe  he  is  a  lost  kitten.  Are  you, 
kitty?’’  she  said,  looking  into  his  soft  brown  eyes. 

The  kitten  seemed  to  know  that  she  was  his  friend,  and  purred  softly. 
Sandra  thought  she  might  be  right  in  thinking  that  he  was  a  lost  kitten,  and 
from  that  very  thought  came  the  words  that  might  come  true:  perhaps  she 
could  keep  the  kitten.  She  started  towards  the  house  to  ask  her  mother  if  she 
could  keep  him;  the  kitten  bounded  after  her. 

""Mummy,  Mummy,  look  what  I’ve  found,  a  lost  kitten.  Please  may  I 
keep  it?’’ 

Mrs.  Clark  came  to  the  door  holding  a  dish-towel,  as  she  was  washing  the 
breakfast  dishes.  "A  kitten,  Sandra,  how  sweet!  Where  did  you  find  him?’’ 

"Out  in  front,  Mummy,’’  said  Sandra.  "Don’t  you  think  you  could  spare 
him  some  milk  and  an  old  basket  to  sleep  in?  He  looks  so  tired  and  hungry.’’ 

"Certainly,  dear,’’  said  Mrs.  Clark,  leading  the  way  into  the  kitchen,  where 
she  put  some  milk  into  a  dish  and  set  it  before  the  hungry  kitten,  who  was 
soon  lapping  the  milk  hungrily.  After  he  had  finished  the  milk,  Sandra  laid 
him  on  an  old  blanket  in  an  old  washing  basket  to  sleep.  Then  she  went  into 
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the  living  room,  and  sat  down  beside  her  mother,  who  was  now  sewing. 
"Please,  Mummy,  please  let  me  keep  him,”  she  said  earnestly. 

"I  know  you  want  to  keep  him,  dear,  but  maybe  he  isn't  lost,  and  you 
wouldn't  want  another  little  girl  to  feel  lonesome  like  you  do  because  she  lost 
her  kitten  which  you  have,  would  you?''  asked  her  mother. 

"N-no,  Mummy,  but  I  don't  know  who  he  belongs  to,  and  I  don't  know 
how  to  find  out,  either.  Do  you  know?''  she  asked  curiously. 

"Yes,  dear,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  I  do.  We  could  put  an  ad.  in  the  paper, 
and  if  nobody  answered  it  after  two  weeks,  I  guess  you  could  keep  the  kitten," 
said  her  mother. 

Sandra’s  face  brightened  at  these  words,  and  she  left  the  room.  That  night 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Clark  talked  together  and  phoned  the  'Globe  and  Mail’  which 
was  a  newspaper,  and  the  next  morning  an  advertisement  about  the  lost  kitten 
appeared  in  the  paper.  Sandra  and  Puff  (the  kitten,  whom  she  had  named) 
played  together  iust  the  same,  though.  Sandra  would  throw  her  bright  red 
ball  into  the  air,  and  Puff  would  chase  after  it  and  bring  it  back  to  her.  What 
fun  they  had !  A  day  passed,  which  slowly  became  a  week,  which  slowly  became 
two,  and  at  last  the  longeddor  hour  came  when  Mrs.  Clark  said, "Sandra,  Puff 
the  kitten  is  yours.  Your  wish  is  granted." 

Sandra  nearly  leaped  out  of  her  skin  for  joy.  At  last  she  had  a  kitten;  at 
last  the  kitten  had  a  friend.  No  more  dull  summer  awaited  either  of  them. 

This  is  the  story  of  how  a  little  girl  who  needed  a  kitten  for  a  playmate 
found  a  kitten  who  needed  her  for  a  playmate,  as  well  as  a  home. 

Anne  Cadman,  10  yrs  old,  Upper  III. 


LONGING 

Oh,  for  the  life  of  a  freeman, 

Oh,  for  the  country  dear, 

Oh,  for  the  pines  and  the  spruces; 

I  am  not  happy  here. 

If  I  had  but  courage  enough, 

I  would  run  away; 

If  I  had  the  equipment  and  stuff, 

I  wouldn’t  be  here  today. 

Oh,  for  a  tent  made  of  branches, 

Pitched  by  a  gurgling  stream, 

With  a  waterfall  right  beside  it,  — 

But  wait,  this  is  only  a  dream! 

Cynthia  Molson,  Lower  Third. 
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.CLASS  POEM... 


Here  are  the  girls  of  Middle  Five, 

Each  is  very  much  alive. 

Miss  Marshall's  the  one  who  calls  the  roll, 
And  tries  to  keep  us  under  control. 

That  glamorous  length  is  Marigold, 

She’s  five  foot  eight,  so  we’ve  been  told. 
Sally  smiles  throughout  the  day, 

And  to  the  teachers  she  little  does  say. 

Now  Joanie  A.  is  quite  a  gal, 

She  draws  and  paints  like  Rapheal, 

While  Joanie  Moffitt’s  grinning  face 
In  maths,  we  fear,  is  out  of  place. 

Mary  Stewart  going  away, 

To  Ontario,  we’re  sorry  to  say. 

Patsy  is  a  brain  with  looks ! 

The  kind  you  read  about  in  books. 

Libby  B.  our  class  represents, 

For  she’s  the  only  one  with  sense. 

Elizabeth  Hastings  is  friendly  and  frisky 
She  plays  the  piano  like  Paderewiski. 
Barbara  looks  like  her  twin  Belle, 

So  that  makes  two  that  look  quite  well. 

See  the  miss  with  the  beautiful  tan? 

She  got  it  up  North,  her  first  name  is  Ann. 
Jane  always  has  us  'all  in  a  panic’. 

She  jumps  o’er  the  box  like  a  super-dynamic. 
Sylvia  is  the  teacher's  bane, 

She  nearly  drives  them  all  insane. 

Martha  is  clever,  sporting  and  gay, 

She's  a  regular  fellow  in  every  way. 

Carole  has  travelled  the  wide  world  o'er, 
On  her  first  day  at  school  she  did  us  floor. 
As  everybody  can  report 
Doone  has  had  her  hair  cut  short. 

Lorna  Brown  made  up  some  of  this  verse. 

It  could  be  better,  but  it  could  be  worse, 
For  though  it’s  not  so  very  sane, 

At  least  it  calls  us  all  by  name. 


.  .  .  PETER'S  AHD  TOMMY’S  ADVENTURE  .  . 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  rabbit  family  who  lived  in  an  Oak  tree. 
There  was  Mrs.  Bunny,  Mr.  Bunny,  Peter,  and  Tommy.  One  day  Mrs. 
Bunny  was  going  to  market,  Mr.  Bunny  was  busy  in  the  held,  so  Peter  and 
Tommy  were  left  to  do  as  they  liked.  So  they  thought  they’d  go  on  an  Advent' 
ure.  Now  across  the  lake  there  lived  a  big  giant.  The  children’s  mother  had 
forbidden  them  to  go  away  from  home,  (but  they  didn’t  care.)  So  they  got 
into  the  boat,  and  rowed  along  till  they  came  to  the  giant’s  home.  There  was 
the  giant  lying  in  the  sun  snoring  loudly.  They  decided  to  tickle  his  nose  with 
some  grass.  The  giant  sneezed  so  loudly  that  the  whole  earth  shook.  The 
bunnies  were  so  frightened  that  they  could  not  find  the  boat.  They  found  it 
after  in  the  grass.  They  got  home  very  late.  They  were  put  to  bed  without 
any  of  the  good  things  mother  had  brought  home.  They  only  had  bread  and 
milk. 

Elena  Mather,  Lower  A,  7  years. 

Sfc' 

...  MY  FIRST  TIMES  . . 


The  first  time 
I  went  skipping 
Was  a  great  time. 

I  kept  tripping, 

And  tumbling 
And  even  stumbling 
Over  the  skipping  rope. 
I  was  young. 


The  first  time 
I  went  in  a  boat, 

Was  an  exciting  time. 

In  a  blue  coat 
I  stood  on  the  deck  ,  .  . 

With  presents  piled  high. 

I  managed  to  say  ‘Goodbye!’ 
And  we  were  off. 

I  was  old. 


The  first  time 
I  went  dancing, 

Was  a  great  time. 

I  went  dancing 
With  one  boy 

And  then  with  another  .... 
BOOM !  went  the  piano, 
CRASH !  went  my  brother, 
He’d  stepped  on  Patty’s  toes. 
I  was  older. 


Sally  Sharwood,  Upper  III. 
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. .  UPPER  FIFTH  REPORTING  . . . 

Tune  in,  tune  in,  come  one,  come  all,  to  hear 

The  most  stupendous,  most  tremendous  happenings  of  the  year. 

Some  folk  report  the  movie -talks 
And  some  the  U.N.O. 

But  we  one  class  of  Bobby-socks 
And  how  they  shrink  and  grow. 

When  Upper  Five  was  Upper  Three 
We  dodged  beneath  the  prefect’s  knee, 

We  drove  Miss  Saunders  wild,  they  say. 

She  must  have  missed  us  anyway 
'Cause  though  we  broke  most  every  rule, 

When  we  went  up  she  left  the  school. 

Then  Upper  Five  was  Lower  Four, 

Promoted  to  the  second  floor. 

A  half  an  hour  we'd  daily  pass 
For  clicking  ink-wells  during  class. 

Again  we’re  doomed  to  be  hardhearted, 

When  we  went  up,  Miss  Hague  departed. 

We  left  our  bones  in  Upper  Four — 

See  the  skeleton  behind  the  door. 

We  had  twenty  ailments  in  Lower  Five — 

'Bacteria  Book' — but  we  still  survive. 

As  lions  and  tigers  we’d  prowl  and  stray, 

Wandering  through  our  Middle  Fifth  play. 

Now  Upper  Five  is  Upper  Five, 

Our  jokes  are  gone,  we  work  and  strive 
For  first  class  honours  in  matric. 

Look  out!  next  year  we’ll  be  the  Sixth  ! 

Some  folk  report  the  wTeather 
And  some  the  stage  and  plays, 

But  the  Upper  Five  together 
Report  their  'golden  days’. 

Upper  Fifth 

use 

THE  FARM 

There  is  a  farm  not  far  from  here, 

With  plenty  of  sheep  and  lots  of  deer, 

Hens,  rabbits  and  chickens  galore, 

Who  all  feed  round  the  farm-yard  door. 

We  gather  the  eggs  and  shut  the  door, 

And  tell  the  hens  to  lay  some  more. 

We  harness  the  horse  and  cut  the  hay, 

And  that's  the  end  of  a  farmer’s  day. 

Zoe  Molson,  Lower  Third 
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OH  HOW  I  HATE  TO  GET  UP  IN  THE  MORNING 


. .  SOCKET  . 


The  world  is  hanging  on  a  word  or  two, 

Existence  in  the  hands  of  petty  men; 

Yet  over  yon  white  hill  the  sky  is  blue, 

And  little  things  still  loom  within  our  ken. 

Still  in  the  world  are  hunger,  sorrow,  death. 

Yet  little  joys  seem  most  to  touch  our  lives; 

We  find  great  joy  in  drawing  in  a  breath — 

But  vital  is  the  question :  who  survives? 

How  can  we  gam  proportion,  vision  clear; 

Our  world  and  peace  are  tottering,  and  we, 

We  turn  into  our  little  lives  so  near — 

Oh  Lord !  we  are  too  near,  how  can  we  see? 

Yet  in  the  future  dimness,  come  what  will, 

Winds  blow,  seeds  fall,  plants  grow,  and  life  throbs  still. 

Mary  Hugessen,  Sixth  Form. 


WINTER  MOON 

The  Moon  is  full  in  wintry  iciness, 

Making  a  hard,  cold  mirror  of  the  snow; 

The  trees  are  drawn  in  clear-cut  laciness. 

The  Moon  shows  houses,  stark  in  their  red  brick  dreariness, 

Trying  to  hide  beneath  a  roof  of  snow: 

The  tired  old  buildings  are  made  aware  of  their  weariness. 

A  rink  is  lighted  where  shadows  make  lines  of  cut  glass; 

Merry  skaters  attempt  to  deceive  the  Moon, 

Hiding  their  thoughts  from  the  spreaded  light's  embrace. 

But  all  in  vain,  for  the  Moon  in  its  brilliance  penetrates, 

Revealing  the  sordid,  the  cowering  darks  as  such — 

But  that  which  is  pure  the  Moon,  enfolding  , elates. 

Mary  Hugessen,  Sixth  Form. 
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. . .  RETROSPECT  1960  . . . 

It  was  pure  coincidence,  but  there  they  were  in  the  same  hospital.  They 
had  arrived  about  the  same  time — one  coming  from  the  Boston  City  Hospital 
and  the  other  from  the  London  City  Hospital  to  do  further  study  in  their  own 
fields.  Dr.  Richardson,  the  young  interne,  was  reading  an  important  bulletin 
when  Dr.  Cerny,  also  reading  it,  recognized  her. 

“Andria  !” 

"Maria,  where  did  you  come  from?” 

"I've  just  arrived  here  to  do  some  special  work  in  plastic  surgery.  Do  you 
remember  that  April  day  when  we  were  in  Upper  IV  and  I  said  I  wanted  to 
be  a  plastic  surgeon?  You  said  you  wanted  to  be  a  pediatrician,  didn’t  you?” 

"Yes”,  said  Andria,  "but  I  am  due  in  Ward  H  in  a  few  minutes  and  have  to 
run.  Meet  me  in  the  common  room  after  dinner  to-night,  and  we’ll  talk  over 
old  times.” 

That  evening  the  young  doctors  had  a  chat  about  Study  days. 

"Just  think,  ’  said  Maria,  "what  changes  have  taken  place  in  our  lives  since 
we  were  in  Upper  IV.  That  was  in  1946,  fourteen  years  ago.  What  news 
have  you  of  the  girls?  " 

Andria  told  of  the  book  "Our  Plant  World”  by  Verity  Molson  which  she 
had  just  bought. 

"Verity  was  always  so  interested  in  plants  and  animals.  Remember  her 
Ducky?  Mary  Jane  Hutchison  is  doing  some  interesting  work  as  a  medical 
artist  in  one  of  the  hospitals  in  Montreal.  She  wrote  me  that  she  went  into  the 
Margaret  and  Gay  Frock  Shoppe,  and  whom  do  you  think  she  saw?  Gay  von 
Eicken,  the  dress  designer,  and  Margaret  Notman,  the  model.  Margaret  has 
become  a  famous  show  rider,  too.  Sandrea  Ogilvie  has  several  paintings  hanging 
in  the  Art  Gallery.  One  of  them  is  a  portrait  of  Norma  Wight’s  little  boy. 
He  is  a  lovely  child  with  flaxen  hair  and  blue  eyes.  Oh  yes,  and  Virginia 
Govier  is  a  dietitian  in  the  Massachusetts  General  Hospital.  We  must  look 
her  up.  What  news  have  you,  Maria?” 

"I  saw  Zoe  Southam  and  her  husband  and  little  Judy  last  summer  in 
Vancouver.  Do  you  remember  the  time  she  had  with  French  in  school?  Well, 
she  has  abolished  it  from  the  Vancouver  schools.  Poor  Zoe!  She  mentioned 
hearing  from  Gerda  Thomas  in  Scotland  who  had  done  some  very  good  work  as 
an  architect,  and  as  a  hobby  has  her  kennels  as  she  wanted  years  ago.” 

"Where  is  Susan  Porteous?”  asked  Maria. 

"She  owns  racing  stables  and  has  a  large  farm  somewhere  in  the  west.” 

"And  I  suppose  Meriel  MacLean  is  a  Quebec  ski  champion?” 

“No”,  said  Andria,  "her  ankles  were  too  weak.  She  has  become  a  very 
successful  interior  decorator.” 

Maria  turned  on  the  television  programme.  They  laughed  as  they  saw  the 
comedienne. 

"Look  ,  said  Andria,  "That  is  Anne  Pangman.” 
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“Well",  said  Maria,  “we  all  have  certainly  travelled  in  different  paths. 
I  wonder  where  Miss  Wallace  is." 

“Why  Verity  wrote  me  that  she  had  retired  to  a  small  farm  in  Nova 
Scotia  and  is  writing  a  textbook  on  Biology." 

They  sat  in  silence  for  a  few  minutes  thinking  of  the  past. 

“Those  were  the  good  old  days”,  said  Maria. 

“Yes”,  said  Andria,  “and  we  didn’t  have  the  sense  to  realize  it.” 

The  Crystal  Gazers. 

LOWER  THIRD 

Faith  is  always  combing  her  hair. 

Annabel  is  slight  and  fair. 

Margaret  likes  her  pen  and  paint. 

Brona’s  name  is  very  quaint. 

Cynthia  and  Camilla  are  two  prefects 
Whom  by  mistake  we  did  elect. 

Angela  and  Katie  are  pretty  bad, 

While  the  new  Anns  I  hope  are  glad. 

Jenny  and  Fi  are  very  small, 

Judy  and  Zoe  are  very  tall. 

Miss  Indge  is  very  good  to  us  all, 

And  without  her  the  class  into  trouble  would  fall. 

Camilla  Porteous,  Lower  Third. 


FRENCH  AND  THE  LOWER  V 

French  je  ne  saurai  jamais; 

J’attrape  des  returns  every  day— 

Madame  dit  que  c’est  pitoyable. 

Moi,  je  ne  suis  pas  capable 
A  faire  des  autres  choses  que  celles-ci; 

A  mieux  obtenir  than  a  D! 

L'histoire,  maths,  I  do  them  all, 

Mais  le  francais  est  my  downfall; 

Avec  la  grammaire  my  head  whirls 
Away  to  a  dance  in  glamour 'curls — 

‘Boycrazy'  terms  Madame  our  class, 

Et  sait  pourquoi  nous  sommes  toutes  lasses ! 

By  an  outsider. 
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..GEMIUS  HAS  ITS  DISADVANTAGES  TOO.. 


Lite  was  grim  and  dreary 

As  I  pursued  my  weary 

Way  through  the  entanglements  of  Math; 

Our  last  examination 
Was  not  a  nice  creation. 

And  this  hard  labour  was  the  aftermath1. 

I  felt  a  sudden  pang 

Which  the  thought  of  cheese  had  brang2, 

And  I  thought  it  really  best  that  I  survive. 

Just  to  give  Miss  Vowles  the  pleasure 
In  some  Dalton  hour  of  leisure 
Of  explaining  faults  to  me,  while  still  alive. 

So  I  sadly  left  Math'matics, 

(Please  note;  *twas  not  quadratics) 

And  I  went  down  to  the  pantry  for  some  cheese; 

And  I  stretched  my  weary  limbs 
As  I  hummed  a  dozen  hymns3, 

And  I  thought  I'd  take  a  second  (just)  of  ease. 

At  this  point  in  the  relation 
Of  my  tale,  comes  inspiration, 

So  I  sat  to  write  this  work  of  art4  you  see : 

And  the  outcome  of  it  was 
(As  she  very  often  does) 

That  Miss  Vowles  thought  a  return  was  due  to  me. 

Well,  this  tale  must  have  a  moral 

To  be  worth  a  wreath  of  laurel 

And  throughout  all  generations  to  survive5; 

And  this  special  moral  is: 

To  be  a  mathematical  whiz 

The  worst  way  is  to  try  to  stay  alive. 

!  Apologies  for  the  pun,  but  at  least  it  rhymes. 

-Poetic  license;  should  be  brung. 

’Not  a  customary  procedure;  only  brought  on  by  great  stress. 

4No  conceit  in  my  family.  .  .  . 

5See  No.  4. 

Mary  Hugessen,  Sixth  Form. 
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CROSSWORD  PUZZLE 


By  CYNTHIA  PLANT  and  JUNE  MARLER 


ACROSS: 


DOWN: 


1.  Pertaining  to  past  happenings. 

7.  Army,  Navy,  Air  Force. 

8.  American  Bankers'  Union. 

9.  National  Defence  Line. 

10.  Time  during  which. 

11.  Period. 

12.  Empire  Ornithology  Assoc. 

13.  Bluedlags. 

14.  Genitive  of  egg  (Latin). 

15.  Flying  machines. 

16.  A  vegetable. 

17.  Interjection  (abbreviated). 

19.  Rodent. 

20.  Girl's  or  boy's  name. 

23.  A  canal  in  north  eastern  U.S.A. 

24.  A  preposition. 


1.  Disadvantage. 

2.  Persons  in  whose  favour  a  bill  is  endorsed. 

3.  Jumping  spider. 

4.  Native  of  Ancient  Scotland. 

5.  Having  the  power  to  absolve. 

6.  Lute  -  player. 

18.  Shout  of  welcome  or  farewell.  (Latin) 

19.  Cereal. 

21.  Epoch. 

22.  Past  tense  of  verb  “to  light". 

Initials  and  abbreviations  are  included. 
Solution  at  the  back  of  the  magazine. 
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S.O.G.A.  OFFICERS 


President .... 
Vice-President 
Secretary .... 
Treasurer.  .  .  . 


Miriam  Tees 
Jessie  Stirling 
Gwen  Marler 
Peggy  Durnford 


. . .  OLD  GIRLS’  HEWS  . . . 

Nearly  twenty  years  of  reporting  Old  Girls'  News . 1946  finds 

even  greater  numbers  of  Study  girls  taking  advantage  of  the  ever  increasing 
opportunities  open  to  women. 

Home  again,  and  taking  up  new  jobs  are  the  many  Studydtes  who  served  in 
the  Armed  Forces.  Just  to  mention  a  few,  Sheila  Bell  Mappin,  late  of  the 
W.R.N.S.,  is  with  the  women's  department  of  the  Gazette,  and  Jacqueline 
Hale,  also  from  the  W.R.N.S.,  is  now  at  McGill. 

From  the  Transport  Division  of  the  Red  Cross  come  Katherine  MacKenzie 
and  Betty  Shuter.  Both  were  overseas  for  eighteen  months,  Katherine  as  an 
ambulance  driver  in  Belgium,  attached  to  the  British  Red  Cross,  and  Betty  in 
England,  transporting  wounded  from  airfields  to  hospitals.  Betty’s  present 
job  is  painting  glassware  commercially,  pink  elephants  being  one  of  the  popular 
designs. 

Marjorie  Price)  Hugman,  mentioned  in  despatches  for  her  work  at  the 
time  of  the  bombing  of  the  Cafe  de  Paris,  is  back  in  town  with  her  two  small 
sons.  She  worked  first  with  the  F.A.N.Y.S.  and  then  with  the  A.T.S. 

Greta  Morris,  Sheila  Clarkson,  and  Marguerite  Lindsay  are  engaged  in 
Occupational  Therapy  at  Ste.  Anne’s  Military  Hospital. 

Two  O.G’s  recently  arrived  in  England  with  their  R.C.N.  husbands  are 
Peggy  Davis)  Porter  and  Francine  (Cole)  Ryan. 

News  from  the  English  members  of  the  school  who  returned  home  reveals 
that  Mary  Brocklebank  has  finished  her  job  at  the  Admiralty,  Cynthia  Sassoon 
is  off  on  visits  to  Sweden  and  Belgium,  and  Deirdre  Methven  is  studying  in 
London.  Barbara  Hawkes  is  finishing  her  nurse's  training  at  the  Middlesex 
hospital.  Vicki  Reynolds  has  been  in  the  Air  Force  in  Scotland  and  is  now 
hoping  to  go  to  Oxford. 

Here  in  Montreal  the  Study  girls  working  dowivtown  include  Dorothy 
Downes,  Elizabeth  Dawes,  and  Connie  Pope.  Special  mention  goes  to  Peggy 
Durnford  who  has  been  studying  accountancy  with  McDonald  Currie  and  to 
Miriam  Tees  who  is  a  research  worker  for  the  Industrial  Development  Bank. 
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Deane  Richardson  is  doing  excellent  work  with  The  Secretariat,  Main 
Headquarters,  Control  Commission  for  Germany,  British  Element,  Lubeck. 
She  took  up  this  work  at  the  special  request  of  the  British  government.  Sydney 
Fisher  is  writing  a  report  for  the  D.I.L.  on  their  munitions  work  at  the  Cherrier 
plant  during  the  war. 

The  Study  is,  as  usual,  well  represented  at  the  Montreal  General  Hospital 
this  year  by  Evelyn  and  Betty  Capon,  Eleanor  Leggat,  Margaret  and  Eleanor 
Peck,  Elizabeth  Gillespie,  and  Katherine  MacKenzie,  while  Ina  Grimaldi  and 
Doreen  Stanford  are  in  training  at  the  R.V.H. 

The  three  Macdonald  sisters  are  widely  scattered,  and  all  doing  interesting 
work.  Margie,  Lt.  N.S.,  has  just  finished  a  three  months  course  at  the  Khaki 
University;  Kath,  now  Morrison,  having  taken  her  M.A.  at  Radcliffe  and 
Harvard,  is  living  in  Boston  and  teaching  at  the  Shady  Hill  School,  and 
Elizabeth,  who  graduated  from  Bishop’s  with  a  B.Sc.  is  taking  the  Ontario 
College  of  Education  Teachers’  Course. 

Busy  at  the  Art  Gallery  are  Barbara  Heward,  Audrey  MacDermot,  and 
Joan  Bronson,  while  Priscilla  Lobley  is  dreaming  up  some  fine  summer  weather 
at  the  “met”  office  at  Dorval. 

Colleges  south  of  the  border  are  enhanced  by  the  presence  of  Tinker  Eel], 
(Bryn  Mawr),  Phyllis  Bronfman  and  Linda  Hodgson  (Smith). 

And  working  at  McGill  are  Betty  Schwob,  Angela  MacKenzie,  and 
Charlotte  Butler. 

The  number  of  O.Gs.  toiling  on  the  campus  is  legion — too  many  to  mention 
individually. 

Junior  League  finances  are  much  aided  by  the  S.O.G.A.  Emily  Adams  is 
Treasurer,  and  Barbara  (Hampson)  Alexander,  Assistant  Treasurer.  Of  course 
the  usual  number  of  Study  girls  are  doing  their  bit  in  League  Activities. 

Spreading  west  and  east,  Audrey  Bovey  is  working  for  the  W.P.T.B.  in 
Ottawa  and  has  been  put  in  charge  of  the  textile  section  of  the  economics 
branch.  Marion  Savage  has  a  position  at  the  school  of  Pathology  at  Oxford. 
Her  college  is  Somerville,  and  she  is  demonstrating  in  bacteriology  and  doing 
research  for  Sir  Howard  Florey.  Estelle  Holland  is  in  the  library  at  the  Khaki 
University,  and  Dorothy  Blair  has  just  completed  four  years  work  as  teletypist 
at  Navy  Div.  H.Q.  in  Montreal.  Minda  Bronfman  is  doing  very  interesting 
work  with  the  EP.R.  in  New  York,  and  has  written  an  article  for  the  magazine 
about  it. 

Eleanor  Sweeny  has  a  most  interesting  job  as  medical  artist  at  the  Montreal 
Military  Hospital.  She  makes  drawings  of  the  plastic  surgery  operations  while 
they  are  in  progress,  and  also  dees  the  ‘before  and  after’  mask  work  for  the 
plastic  surgery  department.  Her  work  was  recently  featured  in  the  roto¬ 
gravure  section  of  the  Standard. 

Barbara  Whitley  who  has  in  former  years  made  such  a  success  of  these  Old 
Girls  Notes  has  had  a  very  interesting  year  in  Washington.  There  she  worked 
for  the  Government  of  India  Information  Services  and  was  in  charge  of  the 
distribution  of  their  documentary  films  in  the  United  States. 
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Sorry  we  cannot  keep  up  with  the  social  column,  hut  amongst  the  marriages 
and  engagements  are  the  following: 

Marriages 

Ann  Gratftey  to  Gordon  Shemilt 
Francine  Cole  to  Patrick  Ryan 
Sheila  Montgomery  to  Harry  Phipps 
Frances  Barnes  to  Harvey  Beardmore 
Joan  Clarkson  to  Boone  G.  Miller 

Engagements 

Elizabeth  Hopkins  to  Ralph  Johnston 
Claire  Fisher  to  Peter  Kerrigan 
Betty  Beveridge  to  Stephen  Lyman 
Sheila  Birks  to  Laird  Bovaird. 

When  the  lour  school  houses  were  formed  about  fifteen  years  ago,  they 
were  named  after  the  four  first  head  girls  of  the  school.  Margaret  (Gordon) 
Barr,  Mu  Gamma,  is  now  back  in  England  with  her  family.  Pannie  and  Deirdre 
were  both  at  the  school  during  the  war.  Kathleen  (Rosamund)  Stavert,  Kappa 
Rho,  has  a  daughter  Mary  at  the  school  now.  Dorothy  Benson,  Delta  Beta, 
was  in  the  W.R.N.S.  training  ship  at  Gault  for  four  years  and  Beatrice  (Lyman) 
Johnson,  Beta  Lambda,  is  living  here  in  Montreal. 

That's  all  lor  this  year,  Pamela  Dillingham 

Anne  Bond 
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